p            THE   TIME   OF   MY   LIFE
"This ole camp ain't what she use to be no more/3 he com-
Gained. "An3 I'm a-gettins out. A feller can't spit nowadays
thout hittin3 somebody's foot."
With the approach of spring I, too, felt seasonal stirrings of
inrest. Since early fall I had been averaging five hours a week
:>n Cooley's "Law of Torts/' a musty volume upon which Uncle
Eke had cut his legal teeth, therefore recommended to me. This
in addition to my school work, was a tough assignment. But with
the aid of a dictionary whose definitions shed no light on Gooley's
abstractions, I waded through to the end, gaining very little
understanding of, and losing considerable enthusiasm for, the law.
Therefore, after a quiz which embarrassed me no less than it
vexed Uncle Ike, he reaffirmed his doubts as to whether I had
a legal mind. But as a further test he started me on Blackstone's
"Commentaries.93
Uncle Ike had a narrow, greedy mind, a plodding disposition,
a passionate regard for facts and small respect for public opinion,
which, he affirmed, was usually wrong. When he guessed or
supposed it was usually in the negative, and when he took any-
thing for granted it was always conditional. But when he said this
or that is so, it was so, any evidence to the contrary being declared
to be untrustworthy, misleading or indefinite. Argumentative to
the marrow of his bones, when callers were present of an evening
he used Aunt Julia as a stooge to develop his theories. I was never
sure whether these were the outcroppings of innate perversity, or
if he argued merely for practice.
Having studied his jurisprudence the hard way, alone by
candlelight after working long hours on the farm, he was a
strong advocate of the inviolability of precedent. He claimed to
have no patience with scatter-brains, looking at me, or with what
he called modern education, meaning the schools. The former,
be argued, could not be taught anything worth while and the
Latter employed itself extravagantly to no effective ends. It was
the single-track mind, he asserted, centred on one objective and
operating preferably in solitude, that gathered exact knowledge.
When this, in turn, was directed to a single end and well mixed
with good honest sweat, it assured success.
To this and a great deal more in similar vein I had listened
meekly and often, but without being greatly impressed. In school
E was dipping into a number of subjects in which Uncle Ike was
painfully deficient. I was not only tired of his smug platitudes, I